The Taming of the Sbre% 

G#e*. Naic, I dare not (wcarc it. 

Tran. Then thou were bell fay that I am not Lucentio „ 
gre. Yes i know thee to be fignior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard, to the Iaile with him. 

Enter Biondtllo^ Lucentio and Bianca 
ZJin. Thus Grangers may be haild and abufd ; oh monflrous v!U 
laine. 

Eton. O h we are fpoil’d.and yonder he is,denic him, forfw Wre 
him, ordfewee arcallvudone. 

Exit Biondei/o, Tranto and Pedant asfafi as maybe. 

Luc. Pardon fweete father. Kneele , 

Vin, Lints my fweete Tonne ? 

Bian. Pardon decre father. 

Bap. How haft thou offended, where is Lucentio ? 

Luc. Hiere’s Lucentio , right tonne to the right Vincenti 
That haue by marriage made thy daughter mine. 

White counterfeit fuppoksbleer’d thine eine. 

Gre. H cere’s pack.ng with a witnerte to deceiue vs all, 

ZJin. Where 1 $ that damned villaine7>vm0. 

That fac’d and brautdme in this matter fo ? 

Bap. Why, tell me is not this my Gambia ? 

Bian. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio, 

Luc. Loue wrought tliclc miracles. Biancas lone 
Made me exchange my Hate with Tranio, 

While he did beare my countenance in the Townc, 

-And happilic 1 bauearriuedatthelall 
Vote the wiflied hauerroftny blifTc : 

-What Trarrodid., nay felfc enforft hitn to ; 

Then pardon him fweete Father for my fake. 

'Uin. Ilellrt the villaines nofe that wouldhaucfcnt me to th* 
Iaile. 

• Bap. But doe you hearefir, haue you married my daugntc 
without asking my good will . ? 

Vm. Fearenot Baptifta , wee will content you, go to: 
bat 1 will in to be rcueng’d for this villanie. Exit. 

Bap. And I tofound the depth of this knaucrie. Exit. 

Luc. Looke not pale Bianca, thy Father will not frowne. 

£xt# n t' 

Orel My cake is dough, but lie in amongthc tcft ? 



TbeTaming of the $href»* 

iZ' FifftkiiFe me Kat% and wee will. 

Z What in the midllofthe ttreete ? 

P 0 tr ' What attthou albam’d of roe? 

' No lir, God forbid , but aO. ant'd to kiffe . 

S tr why then let’s home againc : Come Sivtalct's away. 
\at'e. Nay, 1 willgue thecakifle now pray Lone fUy. 
7 „r. Is not this w.U? corocniyfweeceK.*ff. 

Belter omc thtn ncucr,(orn«u«rcc© lat«. Cx ■ 


JBus Quintus. 


^ Thejcruingmen with T ranio bru.gtng 

in a Banquet. 

Luc. At lad though long, our iarring notes agtee. 

And time it is when ragmg watte is come, 

Tofmile at fcapes and perils ouerblowne : 

My fane b dmy father welcome. 

While l withfel c tame kinanefle welcome thin . 

Brother Petruchio , filler Katerina, 

And thou Hortenfio with thy louing Wtddow '. 

Ftall with the bell, and welcome to my nouic, 

My banket isto clofe our ftomakes vp 
After our great good chcere : pray you it * 

Bor now wee lit to chat as well as cate. 

Petr. Nothing but fit and (it, and eate and eate. 

Bap. ‘Padua atfoerds this kindneffe fonne Petruchio. 
Par. Padua affords nothing but what is M c . 

Ear. Forhoth our lakes 1 would that wor^eretru . 
‘Pet. Now tor my life Hertenfioit.vtti his Wi 
md. Then neua trull rochl beafteard. 

*Pctr. Youarcvcry fuihble, ana yet you miff* rny WPCC . 
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